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The ruined asteroid Melachor, in orbit around the dying sun Telstar IX. 


Would you relax, Otto? No one’s here. No one’s ever here. The kings of Melachor 
and their subjects vanished centuries ago. They left the city to rot empty and alo 


Maybe, Sheba. Maybe. 
But there’s a reason no one 
comes here anYmore. A 


‘Yeah. What did the Consortium’s records say again? Every attempt to rebuild 
Melachor ends sadly, so eventually everyone gave up and left it to drift in orbit. <4 


Huh...it’s better preserved than I thought. I guess it’s 
true. No one comes; even to just pick at the bones. 


They think it’s cursed, 
Sheba. They think that the 
kings will come back and, once 
they do, the engines of 
Melachor will fire again. 


‘Cursed...?' Otto, You're a robot. You're not 
programmed for that kind of superstition. The 
kings are dead. They're not coming back. 
== =7 Those rumors do help keep the riff-raff 
=== { out though. That means Melachor isn’t a 
bad spot to hide a kidnapping victim. 


== 


T Speaking of which. Call up V Ess 
1 the recording again, will you, }] 


LLUSTRG 
? H 
Hor T want i Keep her] P BARON KIL 


Sheba? Are you listening, “You got that; bounty hunter?! 
Sheba? That ‘bot of yours \j ‘ed. I’m paying You good money to 
better get this loud and clear. f ensure that it doesn’t 
No mistakes. Not like happen again!” 


last time! 
> (ys 


& 
Right. 
thats 

enough, 
Otto. 
Still, 
same thing happening to = she’s a /ooker, 
mY youngest! V/ eh? 

You're crazy! The Baron already hates us. V~ ‘course, this is the second time he’s hada \| 

The only reason he hired us again is that daughter Kidnapped. He may prefer profiting off 

he's got nowhere else to turn. of arranged marriages, but he'd be just as 


happy profiting over an insurance payout. 
I’m more worried that no ransom 
demands have been made yet. 


Ds 
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se 
What about dead bounty hunters, hmmm? 
Tell me again why You agreed to thi 


Credits don’t grow 
on trees, Otto. 


You think 
he'd lose sleep Tm getting a good read on 
over a dead ‘ransPonder. You pickin’ 
daughter? up any movement? 


No. No. Nothin’? That's kinda... lucky. uA. Just because there’s 
movement no movement doesn’t mean 
at all. y there’s no one here. 
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Otto. Okay, 
her signal's 
strong: Over 
thataway. 
Let's get 
this over h 
with. 


Her signal is solid. 
Looks like we landed in 
the righ? spot. 


Odd that they never tried to deactivate 
that ‘ponder her daddy put in her. 


Her signal is 
below us. She's 
underground. 
We just need 
to find some 
way down. C'mon: 
look for a chasm, 
jap, or passage. 
Based on this 
reading, it's 
gotta be 
close. 


Found it! 
Looks like we're 
going under- 
ground. 


Td really rather nov. They mus* have known 
about the Princess's transponder. I don’t 
think they care about being found. That doesn’t 
make our rescue mission look hopeful. 


Right: righ?! But look here. No security. 
No nothing. We're fine. So get walking. 


Besides, who knows what they’re doin’ to her 
right now. We gotta go in. Plus, you know what 
fhe Baron'll do if we come away empty-handed. 


Makes sense. If we hadn't come looking 
for her, no one would be the wiser. Nice. 


C'mon, ‘bot. We go down... 


Aw, c’mon, Otto. So far we're ahead 
of the game. Nice, stealthy entrance. Not 
like"the mines of Telustra, rightP 


Uh-AuA. You didn’t 
even get a scratch 
that day. Me~ 


--They caved my head 
in. MY Sensors have never 
worked right since. I loved 

that old head of mine. 


So, here we are. I’ve got me my trusty 
blaster, you got yer brains, and we got a 
Job to do. It’s gonna be fine. 


There’s some 
ambient light. 
We should 
be able to 
see okay. 


This mark is fresh. Mew. Keep those sensors 


Yeah? Then they've got a mask 
of some sort. There here. 


They /ike doing things like this. It’s almost like 
they're compelled to make marks. Some holdover 
‘rom their manufacturing process. 


of Yours going. We're 
no? alone. 


I'm telling you, 
I’m getting zero fe 
readings. f 


There are probably marks all over the place. The Barbarian Clones of Ashtun-Five. They 
They make them g/ow, Otto. It's distinctive. can’t help themselves. They use their finger tips 
Unique. I never thought to /ook. 


to carve them. That glow is from their blood. 


I's part of the cloning process. 
t's thein marker. You can't copy it: 
The clones are here. 


There's only 
one group I 
know of that 
leaves marks 
like this. 


So No, it’s far worse 
they're than that. They're all dead. 
the ones Wiped out a few Years ago 
who kidnapped along with the machines 
Princess at made them. 
Aurora? 
way? 


en I went after the woman who created them. Queen Alora. The marks can only mean she’s here, too. 


Queen 
Alora? That's not 
possible. ee 


< 


I bet she’s here, 
too. Somehow. Damn 
arcane science. 1 should 
have tumned her corpse 


You're goddamn 
right! She's dead. 
I put a blaster beam 
right through her 
tucking head. But 
she created them. 
And they’re 
here. 


That’s why she wanted the Princess. She knows b/ood. 


Aurora has sPecia/ 
blood like the rest of 
her family. Blood that 

Alora can use. We need 
to find her. 


"We need to 
leave. That's what 
we need to do. 


It’s too bad for 
the Princess. It really is. 
The Baron had the bad, awful 
luck to have another 
daughter kidnapped. 


Wait. 
Wait a 
moment. 


Sheba! 
I'm picking up 
some-- 


But if you're righ’ 
if we press on, we're dead. 
And Td really like to live a 
few more centuries. Let’s 
get out of here, Sheba. 
Let's Just go. 
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Shield? Son 
of a bitch. 
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That was a barbarian clone alrighi 
ater generation. Not goo 


why don’t we SG 
get out of he 
inform the Baron, and 
get him to launch 
‘an invasion? 


Even if that worked, I don’t 
think the Princess would be alive to 
celebrate her freedom, Otto. 


Right see? Is _\ Fin fact, rm No. You can leave, but I know what Alora’s capable 
she even alive now? }| Sune she's of. No planet in the galaxy will be safe from her. 
She's probably dead } | “Yead. And She'll rebuild her empire, one planet at a time. 


dineady. ad. 
ibegesd we're ina Hell, she'll probably use Melachor as her base. 


dangerous She'll demand that all occupied planets join her. Those 
lan nies that don’t? She'll just nuke ‘em from orbit. 


No; Otto. 
It stops 
here. 


Sometimes I wish that If we somehow survive C'mon, the 
I was a robot of of. this, You owe me- Princess's 
aN transponder 
i/ wy is this way. 


*Bzzzt. 
Does not 
comPure. 

Bzzzt.* 


Grave is 
right. God, Alora, 
You've looked 


Enemy. Oh, I knew 
we'd meet again, I just never 
thought Tt would be so 
soon. Delicious. 


You won't get a second chance. With 


Aurora’s royal blood pumping through my veins; 
TI will complete my rejuvenation. Then Melachor 
will live once again, this time 
ruled by a gueen! 


Kill them! Je 


Otto! She has the same damn force 
shield Aeadgear as that clone. We're gonna have 
fo get closer! Much closer! 


T will not be denied 


mY prize. MY future. 
My glory. 


Always you. J 


Princess? Princess ies : hh > Te Your father sent me. ¥ 
Aurora? : W-who are You? JiR I have a ship. Let's get 
¥v You out of here. 


vA day --the annals of history. Our 
Peapebell people thank you. T thank You! We aif 
live _in~ thank Sheba the Great! E 


shay T thank the Gods IQ 
at You managed to stop the 
@usen before het nefarious plans eee 
bore fruit. MY daughter is alive 4 
and well: She is pure 


and untainted. And her 
virginity is- 


Of course, 
Sheba the Great. 
Of course. 


The end! 


Written and illustrated 
y Von Allan 
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Well, this is an unexpected treat! 
A treat so unexpected that I’m 
going to take a moment to 
explain it first. 


I first wrote “Sheba the Great!” 
back in 2004. Almost twenty 
years ago... the mind kinda 
boggles at that. Anyway, at the 
time — and as I've discussed in 
the past — my drawing skills 
were not that strong. As a result, 
I wound up deciding to not draw 
the story. Instead, I shelved the 
story and moved on to other 
projects. Fast forward to the 
spring of 2015. My drawing 
skills had really improved and, 
looking around for something to 
draw, I stumbled across my old 
short story from, at that point, a 
decade before. So I did! It was a 
fun project and turned out really 
well. I didn’t colour it, but I did 
pencil and ink it. 


And then something kinda goofy 
happened. I was in the process of 
working on a number of short 
stories and once I finished 
“Sheba,” I moved on to other 
things. Shortly after that, I 
wound up having a pretty 
spectacular computer crash. 
Now, I back up everything 
regularly and I try to keep some 
of my key art files off-site, too. 
When I restored everything, 
“Sheba” had disappeared! 


1AM 


I remember being extremely 
frustrated, but I was faced with a 
quandary. “Sheba” was 
seventeen pages long. Did I 
really feel like re-drawing and 
re-inking the entire thing? I 
decided that the answer was a 
pretty firm “No.” Part of that was 
my frustration, of course, but I 
also really didn’t feel like going 
backwards and re-working 
something I had felt that I 
already completed. Moving on 
felt right. And so I did. 


Since the past year was pretty 
chaotic (to say the least) and as 
the 2022 holiday season was 
approaching, I wound up going 
through a couple of old hard 
drives that I had thought had 
“given up the ghost.” I was able 
to partially get into one of them 
and (drum roll please!), I 
discovered that I did have a copy 
of “Sheba” after all! What a 
pleasant surprise! 


Looking over my art and 
storytelling, I felt that the story 
and my approach to it held up 
pretty well, all things considered. 
I wound up having some spare 
time over the holidays, though, 
that gave me the perfect 
opportunity to finally complete 
it. I spent a little bit of time 
tweaking a few things here and 
there (‘cuz, you know, one never 


stops growing with art). And, of 
course, it had never been 
coloured so I needed to do that 
from scratch, Plus lettering the 
whole thing, too. I was able 
finish the entire thing just before 
New Year’s Eve. That just left it 
for my erstwhile editor to give 
the story a final pass and the 
official “go ahead.” That has now 
been done. And so, here we are! 


“Sheba the Great!” is a light- 
hearted sci-fi comedy that was a 
great deal of fun to write and a 
blast to draw. And it’s probably 
the oddest story I’ve ever 
presented to you, dear reader. 
Written in 2004, drawn in 2015, 
tweaked in late 2022, and finally 
coloured, lettered, and edited 
also in late 2022. In other words, 
different aspects of me, working 
together across time. Kinda 
weird, but kinda wonderful! 


“Sheba” also wears its influences 
on its sleeves. In a way, “Sheba” 
is a love letter to certain stories 
that I grew up. It’s the best way I 
have to say thank you to creators 
like Pedro Henry, Steve Dillon, 
Harry Harrison, and so on. 


I really hope you enjoy it! 
- Von Allan 


Ottawa, Ontario 
January 2023 


YOUR CHILD 


GROWING UP WITH 
A PARENT WHO SUFFERS 
FROM MENTAL ILLNESS 


CATBIRD FILMS presents A 


DN coorDINATION AGATA DE SANTIS. post-pRoDucrioN coon LEE/LABONTE times SARA MORLEY 
No STEPHANE BARSALOU, LUC RAYMOND, DANIEL TOUSSANT “ HOWARD GOLDBERG _oitecton oF 
ceo by KATARINA SOUKUP  avrven « ojecteo ey MEGAN DURNFORD. 


iamstillyourchild.com 


sy MEGAN DURNFORD 


catbirdfilms.ca 


About Vou Allan 


Von Allan was born red-headed and freckled in 


Arnprior, Ontario, just in time for STAR WARS: A 
NEW HOPE, which helped to set him on a path of 
loving science fiction, fantasy, and storytelling. The 
single child of two loving but troubled parents, Von 
split most of his childhood between their two homes, 
with his nose in books, comics, and wrestling. 


As a young adult, he took his love of books to a 
local bookstore, where he was the manager for more 
than a decade. But, while he was selling other 
peoples’ stories, he was dreaming of telling his 
own... if they could do it, why not him? Eventually, 
he made the leap into writing and drawing his own 
work... and the rest, as they say, is history. 


Von has since written, drawn, and published a 
number of comics and graphic novels; won the 2014 
Corel Endowment for the Arts Award; won a 2019 
CBC Trailblazer Award; was awarded a City of 
Ottawa grant in 2020 and 2022; was shortlisted for 
the prestigious 2020 Peter Honeywell Mid-Career 
Artist Award by the Ottawa Art Council; and, as a 
result of the publication of his first original graphic 
novel THE ROAD TO GOD KNOWS..., was also 
featured in a documentary entitled IAM STILL 
YOUR CHILD (http: //iamstillyourchild.com). 


About Sam Koswell 


Sam Boswell was born, raised, and still lives in 
Ottawa, Ontario, and realized at a very young age 
that she wanted to write and edit for a living (once 
she gave up on the astronaut idea, that is). She’s 
been looking up synonyms, fixing dangling 
modifiers, correcting spelling, and tweaking 
apostrophes in government bureaucratese, fiction, 
non-fiction, university theses, graphic novels, and 
technical manuals for almost 25 years and doesn’t 
plan to stop anytime soon (no, your software 
spellchecker isn’t good enough!). 


When she’s not solving language problems for other 
people, Sam can be found hanging out with Von, 
playing with their husky dog Corbin, trying to get 
Mabel the cat to cuddle, untangling yarn, digging in 
the garden, or yelling at the city about biking, 
walking, and transit issues. 


And probably looking for a spelling mistake in your 
blogs, tweets, and Facebook posts, let’s be honest... 


Vor Allan 


www.vonallay.com 


